Chapter I
EARLY DAYS.   SCHOOL AND SANDHURST
I HAVE only written one book and that was the Life of my old
beloved Chief, Field-Marshal Lord Plumer, to whom I was
Chief of Staff in the Great War, and I certainly had no
intention of ever writing another, I have, however, recently
retired from the Army after a long and happy innings of
forty-seven years, and as, during that time, I have had rather
a unique experience, I have agreed, at the request of many
friends, to write this account of it. These memoirs contain
no literary skill; they are merely the honest memories of a
long and interesting Hfe.
I suppose all "Memoirs" start from one's earliest recollec-
tions* I was born at Oaklands, Chichester, on 3ist May,
1872 and, although I left there at the age of four, I have always
remembered seeing a soldier in a red coat from my nursery
window.
When I was C.-in-C. at Aldershot sixty years afterwards, I
happened to be at Chichester on a Staff Exercise, and I called
at the old house and asked if I might go over it; I found my
old nursery window with the same old bars. My red-coated
soldier must have been a recruit from the Royal Sussex Depot.
My name was originally Poe, a family well known in Ireland
in past years. My father, who died forty years ago during
the South African War, had spent the greater part of his life
as an indigo planter in Behar, in the good days of indigo when
the sportsmanship, generosity and hospitality of the planters
was unsurpassed.